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	1. Chapter 1: Blackness

AN: Kani, here! For those of you who've read my other two stories, I wanna thank you for the support. I'm not really sure how quality this is, as I wrote the majority on it on impulse, but I kinda like what I see, and hope you all enjoy!

There was only darkness….he couldn't feel anything, but he didn't think he wanted to. He couldn't remember much, and the blackness parted only to reveal bits of it. He remembered an explosion, a terrible, terrible explosion. Blood everywhere, parts everywhere, a single red eyeball with an all too familiar cross-pupil flew past him, practically exploding against the wall behind him. A wall of fire approached, he remembered its heat, the sensation of a hot wind like no other. He vaguely acknowledged then that this wind was ripping his body away in huge pieces. A single shard of debris, maybe a piece of an examination table, flies towards his face, and suddenly the heat it gone. There's only cold and black, all in the span of perhaps a second, had he not been psychic, he probably wouldn't have been able to register or remember any of that.

A sound? Yes, there was a sound, a few of them. Terrible screams, gurgled chokes, there was something closer, though. He couldn't register it, regardless of how he tried, but it was so familiar. Something about it made him feel something not quite physical, but not quite emotional, either. The blackness had begun to swallow the rest of his senses slowly. The screams, the horror, and the unidentified sound all faded into white noise, and then silence. The smell of burning flesh, the strongest of which he presumed to be his own, slowly faded into nothing at all. Was he even breathing? He had no idea, probably not.

Time passes. Hours? Minutes? Another mere second? He had no idea, he simply knew time had passed. Things began to slowly return to him, his sense of being real was perhaps the first. He once again could acknowledge he was breathing, but not naturally. He could feel a mask on his face, forcing air into his lungs, something cold and metallic over his ears, it slowly graced him with hearing once more.

Two voices, a man's and a woman's, he recognised the latter's.

"His lungs aren't salvageable, we're going to need to replace them."

"How much more can even /be/ replaced?!"

"Please try and calm down, Ma'am, we're doing all we can, but most of his body was completely destroyed, and...we're no longer sure of when he could wake up, or if he will ever wake up."

He tried to say something, but his voice was an arid fire within his throat. The faintest of whispers was all he could manage, and then the blackness recalled him once more.

AN: So that was Chapter One! I'm trying to space this the best I can. Also, if it isn't too much trouble, could you tell me in the reviews what sort of name you would like Brain Drain to have? This will be used in both "Soda Fountain" and here, since a canon real name was never established. Thank you!


	2. Chapter 2: A Dream?

He awoke to something that confused him greatly, he was in Lab 7, but not as he last recalled. Everything was still intact, no bodies, but scientists. Everyone was still doing as they normally do, every floor was mopped, every employee was gaunt, their rinky-dink soda fountain was surrounded by The Last Hope, hell, he even had a pack of smokes resting on his desk by his action figure. Once all this set in, he realised he was being shaken awake.

"Hey, are you alright? You seemed like you were having a really nasty dream."

He glanced up to meet a pair of bright red eyes in little wire glasses. It was Christmas, Christine, his girlfriend for a good while, now.

"I'm fine," he replied, "Just a bad dream, I guess…." He stood upward, running a hand through his hair before lighting a cigarette.

"Wanna talk about it?"

"Not yet, just give me a bit to destress," With that, he swished the cigarette over to the corner of his mouth, and planted a small kiss on her temple. This gesture brought an expression he could only describe as adorable before she spoke again.

"Alright, but I'm holding you to it. We can't all read minds and know exactly what's up."

He'd give a smirk with a single breath of laughter, her concern always had such a warmth.

Warmth…..heat...hot winds….he felt it all briefly as he took a long drag, ashing it on the tray that sat comfortably on his desk. He could see it all now, but all besides these sensations was quickly giving way to the fog of a woken mind.

"I saw the lab...it wasn't pretty. Something went wrong somewhere, no, someone royally screwed it up. Whole damn place went up like a powder keg. I saw some things I don't think I'd be able to handle in real life...nothing in the Psychic Ward came close to that sort of thing."

Christmas remained silent, she had no idea what to say, the whole thing seemed so unreal. In an attempt to say something personal rather than something professional, she gently embraced him from the side, sighing some. "Look at it this way: it was just a dream, and you had the luxury of waking up."

((A/N: Kani here! Chapter Two is finally where I'm happy with it. I hope you all enjoy it as much as I enjoyed the sort of "Writer's High" I got as my hands flew on this little keyboard here. Still very open to suggestions on Brain Drain's name, so don't be a stranger! Message and comment!))


End file.
